l68                 LETTERS TO  AN UNKNOWN

Good-by. You know that I am waiting im-
patiently for your letters. Do not forget to
be precise and clear.

CXCVII.

PARIS, July 3, 1859.

I AM dying of desire to see you. My poor
devil of a servant received a bullet in the leg
at the battle of Solferino. Everybody in
my house is in tears. I am suffering a great
deal and sleep not at all. Good-by.

CXCVIII.

PARIS, Tuesday night, July 20, 1859.

WHEN I make a proposition to you, I do
it very seriously always. All depends on
you. I am invited to go to Scotland and to
England. If you return to Paris I shall not
budge. I shall feel under an extraordinary
obligation to you, and if you had an idea of
the pleasure that you would do me I am
sure that you would not hesitate.

This morning a man dressed in black and
having a noble face came to see me, He and courage against
